CHAPTER 12                 THE CALL OF HUNGER
V-/ra POST smelt like a sewer, A German grenade had smashed the plumbing in the house, and the rooms were partly flooded The scene was that of a battlefield, with pieces of broken furniture all around, and shattered window glass and trash underfoot Sweepers room was not so bad, though the telephone was out of order
"I guess they won't attack us tonight/* Sleeper mused. "We can put up some of the boys here "
"Sweeper," I said, "don't you think we ought to open a passage from house to house on the third floors by breaking through the walls?"
"What for?"
"In case we are forced to retreat. Tanks are most effective on the ground and against the first floor But their fire never reaches the third floor/'
"But they won't attack us with tanks here Not from Obozna Street, because the slope there is too steep And riot from Browarna, because we have no barricade there and well be able to hold them off with the means put at our disposal/'
"And what are these means, Yd like to know?"
"I asked Pobog to assign to us the anti-tank weapons withdrawn from the Old Town.**
"Are you in your right mind, Sweeper, or is your imagination running away with you? How in heaven's name could they evacuate anti-tank guns from the Old
"Through the sewers/* he answared quietly. The very thought made me gulp "When do you tibinlc well get them?**
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